
"STILL WITH THE SAME PEOPLE?"
Rv DEEMS TAYLOR

WhyDo You Always Feel
Obliged to Sit Down
and Talk to the Bore-
some Acquaintances
You Happen Across
in the Subway?

JUST how long he had been there
I don't know. The subway train
was just pulling out of 14.5th

Street when I glanced up from my paper
and noticed him sitting opposite me. I

shuddered, and looked away hastily, re-

opened the paper and plunged resolutely
into the business troubles. But it was no

liee. That one fleeting glance had been

sufficient to bow my shoulders with care.

I was face to face with a great problem.
and I would know no peace until I ha 1

solved it.
Had I or had I not met that man be¬

fore? I was sure I had, but where? I

stole another look, and my heart sank.

Yes, whoever he was, he was some one I

knew, and before long I was going to be

sitting beside him. desperately trying
to think of something to say.

I don't know why, whenever I see a

man in the middle distance whom I

know, or fear that I know, I should have
an irresistible impulse to sit down be¬
side him and talk to him. But I do, al-
tjraya. When I was very young, too

young to be at all hazy about whom I
juat did and did not know. I used
to laugh at the tales about the serpent
of the jungle and how he eaptures iittle
birda and rabbits by holding them spell-
bound with the gaze of his glittering
rye. But I am older now, and credulous,
and I don't laugh any more. In fact, 1
am prepared to write a detailed account
of the feelings of one of those rabbits

If YOU make. a popular suecess of your
profession, as Mr. David Belaseo has
done in the theatre, it almost proves to

rertain idealistie souls that you are spiritually
corrupt. To be entirely satisfactory to these
tender consciences you must be a little beyond
the pale. There ia a distinction for them be-
tmaea principle and expediency, and expedi¬
ency, as they see it, is probably unprincipled.
Thf-y base their suspicion of you on the pround
that you have made terms with the world as it
la. Y">u are a "practical man."

There is a sound distinction, obviously, be-
.wi<n a ttatattaaa ami a politician, one that

the rejrion of frovernmental
and that applies to any man who has

a public to enfrajre or ronsult. This distinc-
tioa does not turn, however, on a man's prac¬
tical aspiration to puhlic favor. About states-

mar.ship there is a |_MTa_ misconception de-
nvid in all likelihood from memorial aculpture
and not 1n the least made real because it im-
poses itself on livinjr. occupants of the frock
coat. The memorialized statesman is a sedate,
rerrote, detached, immohile fiprure. The con-

temporary s-atesman, as every one admits,
must be in the thick of human affairs. His
consideration of dctails like the (Irand Army
veteran and the i..;ttermilk vote may not be

.ument in the park, but it
ia invaria- .¦ knowMfi and pertinent.
To expect a >'. like his monu-

hia own e!evatrdne.ss, is
N'o arrant politician pays

.- ri gaurd to human ways and means.

ra he d;fYcrs from the politician is in the
ty of his political or social or educa-

tional or artistic inspiration. He will "play
politics," in the sense that he will look out for

U nces and prcjudiccs. The thinK
Wtftb trbieh ha will r.ot play is the inspiration
.ha* lends him ahead. In the heat of a ron-

,an and the state.sman are both
100 p*T cer.t. '.nvolve.i. The differenre is that
.he {.'.liiician feels free to sacrifne Um intanpi-
blt fOOdl for thi Kake of Recurinir the tanjrible,

the statesman, cf'iially ir.Unl on xecuring
tkoa defeat rather than arrive

,jt hi* chai.ee tO K've laT* inspiration
T-Kt irvpiration eannot ba cntertained

mt rt-forriuf. tO thi r'u>1"' ¦..*. bi it

,.'¦ mo/,d" or what not. Hut where rxpert
.ation ll the chi.f aim ef thl poUtkUn,

irttJa himwif and his own fortune* Ifl mind.
tateiman ih led to tolldtflthfl bfleflflM he

tmtrutatem ..e at h^art.

as the serpent hypnotizes him. The eye
of a nodding acquaintance has the same

awful power over me.

"Huntensres naigs," observed the
guard, slamming the doors. If only I
could avoid that man's eye until we

reached Ninety-sixth Street! The car

would fill then; there would be no vacant
seat left beside either of us. and I should
be saved.

I went back to my paper. I read the
shipping news and the tide tablea: 1
read the court calendars; I read naval
orders and the movements of warships;
I read advertisements hearing glad tid-
ings of certain miraculous oargains to
be had in foulards and genuine cotton
blankets, and other advertisements
pointing out the inestimable eupeptic
properties of Swallowtail tobacco; I read
some war dispatches almost through. I
even read a few want ads, remarking
without surprise that several firms were

atill anxious to employ first-class bushel-
men. What a bushelman is I don't know
.the name alwaya had a vague Austra¬
lian sound to me. Whatever he is, he is
a much-sought citizen. If ever I am

compelled to drop newspaper work and
earn my own living, I shall take a course

of lessons and become a bushelman.
There seems to be a perpetual and never

aatisfied demand for good ones.
But my read ing was not a success. I

could not keep my wandering attention
flxed. Ever, in the back of my mind,
an unanswered question gnawed and
gnawed: Who was that fellow across the
aisle? I ventured another glance. Yes,
aomewhere I had met the owner of that
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BELASC<
It is the quality nf Mr. Brlasro's inspiration

as to the theatre that is important. Is he a

politician in theatrical manafjement or a

statesman? What has he at heart? His
article on himself in "The Saturday Evening
Post" for Septanaber 2 settlcs all possinle
fluulits. It is a vision of a soul in its nakcd-
ness, an unsusppotin*?, self-satislicd, oxceed-
inRly vain. cxccedinply 4>mpty soul. No ma¬

chine politician ever revealcd a more expert

... -.:?- " ¦¦..:";:.;»'***... 'V ¦:.: T *.v-.

AWAY with Mr. Delaarte's com-

plicated rules for registering
emotion! No fifty-scven va-

rieties of contortion are needed to ex-

press even the moat delicate shades of
feeling. Those masters of the drama,
the motion picture producers, have dis-
covered that any internal disturbance
can be manifested outwardly by heaving
the bosom. This, I believe, explains the;
exceptionally large number of soft, fat
actors who work before the camera;

plump persons can put so much more

punch into their heaves.
To illustrate the all-round ability of

the bosom the operator will unwind a

few thousand feet of.oh, let's call it
"Thr Banker's Daughter." Eirst, we
have father. He has been sprculating
with the bank's money and has been
fleeccd, as he jolly well deserved to be.
The day of reckoning is dawning and
he haan't a t-sparo jitney. The forecast
|| storms, and father feels rotten. (Close
up, ihowkmg father hearinp his boxnm.)
That's how rotte-n he feels!
Scheming in his web is the human

spider who will offer to save father from
the hoose-gow, demanding nothing in re-

face. I ran rapid!y throufh my list of

acquaintances. No tlew. Had I. per-
chance-
One Hundred and Third Street! If l

could only keep from looking at him for

two minutea more! There was no use

in trying the paper again; I already
knew whole pages of it by heart. Per-
haps the car cards might help. I would

probably be violating no one's privacy
if I read them.

I glanced idlv over his head. humming
a tune the while. WHY KOT BUY ONK
OF OUR H4W0 GUARANTEED NON-
REFILLABLE FIRST MORTGAGE
BONDS? pleadcd the card. Too casy.

I knew the answer to that one ripht
away. I tried another. HAVE YOU A

LITTLE BANSHBE IX YOUR HOME?
was the first line. Really, I thought.
this is too much. Do these people think
I have nothing better to do than sit

around tilling in questionnaires? One

might think that-
Lost! In a moment of abstraction I

had let my gaze fail until it rested full

upon the face of my man of mystery.
And as I sat. frozen with terror, I saw

him grow conscious of being looked at.
saw him glance up. saw his eye light
With growing reeognition. He smilcd
and nodded. One of us, at least. wa-

glad to see the other.
"Nice ixtree!" yelled the guard. But

it was too late. The unknown had
crossed the aisle and was sitting down
at my side.

"How's the boy?" he said.
I grasped his hand and shook it warm-

ly. "Fine, thanks!"
"How's everything?"
"Fine, thanks!"
It struck me that there was a grow¬

ing monotony about my conversation.
Besides, he was asking all the questions.
thereby putting the burden of saying
bright things entirely up to me. This
was obviously unfair. and must be
stopped. I leaped into the dialogical
breach.
"How are you?" I said modestly.
"Fine, thanks!"
Aha! I had him on the run. Oreatlv

encouraged. I got ofl another good one.

"That'a good," I said.
Then I had another inspiration.

"How're they coming?"
"Oh, pretty good. I can't complain.

How you getting along?"
Confound the fellow! Why did he

keep asking these personal questions?
However, I wil his match. I thoughl
carefully, and then replied:

"Oh, pretty good. I can't complain.
either." Another bright line came to
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consideration of the "inscrutahle and arbi-
trary public." No machine politician ever cx-

hibited a spirit more subservient to "chanffinc
whim and taste." If the art of the theatre
were the art of window trimmint: Mr. BilflflCO
would be supreme in his interpretation. He
has trimmed his pulurcs and his stories with
superlative regard for public mood. Hut where
that mood has failed the first inspiration of
a Bclasco author, or Mr. Belaseo hin.self as

Heaving the
Ry PARKHIJRS

turn but a mortgage on his home and
his daughter's hand in marriage. The
fellow is rich; you can tell that by the
artcraft furniahing in his luxurious
rooms. Anci he's mean enough to fore-
close on his own mother. You don't be-
lieve me? Then look! (Ctoao up show¬
ing rillain limring hia bosom.) That's
how mean he is.

See father's only daughter, Clara,
playing with her pet dog, Chow Chow.
Aren't they having the dearest time?
Soon Clara muat dress for dinner and
the social whirl, but she'd much rather
stay at home. Clara cares most for the
real, intellectual things of life. If she
were not forced to look in at the some-

*hing-or-other's dinner dance this even¬

ing she would do something really worth
while, perhaps teach Chow Chow a new

trick. But she must go, though society
is BUTf a bore. (Oprmtor, give ua a

Jntvdrrd frrt oi Clnra hearivn a borrd
bonom.)
This is Juliua, the hero. Yes, I am

me. "They might be better and they
might be worse."
The guard came to the rescue. "Gran-

senl!" was his contribution. This.
coupled with my last observation,
aeemed to nonplus my companion, for
he was silent until the train had pulled
out of the station. Then he turned, and
again addressed me.

"Still with the same people?"
I pondered. "Yes," 1 said, finally.

"Yes. I suppose you are."
He aeemed surprised. "Oh, no. Been

in for myself four years now."
Well, I hadn't made much of a suc-

eeil of that. I tried again.
"You don't aay! Well, that certainly

is fine! I hadn't heard about it. What
line you in'.'"
He appeared even more surprised, and

a little resentful.
"Why, the same line I was alwaya in.

I just quit the job and went in for my¬
self, that's all."

"Oh."
There was a long silence, broken only

by the whir of the ventilating fans, the
yells of a fretful infant and the roar of
the train. He was apparently lost in
thought, while I was once more des-
perately trying to figure out who under
the sun he might be and where I could
have met him. I turned to have an¬

other look at him. and caught him in the
act of turning to have another good look
at me. My heart leaped. Perhapa he,
too, was as much in the dark as I was.

Why not make a clean breast of things
and begin life anew?

"Eook here, old man, I've met you
somewhere, I know, but I haven't the
slightest idea where, and I don't know
who you are, and you don't knew where
you met me, either, nor who I am.

Obviously, we have nothing in common.

Our conversation ahows that. I'm sure

nothing I could say would be of tho
slightest interest to you, and I must
say your affain mean less than nothing
to me. Wby not acknowledge the fact
like men? Let's stop boring each other,
and ait on opposite aides of the car and
be at peace."

I fancied myself saying this. But I
didn't speak. I lacked the courage. Ir-
atead, I tapped my folded newspaper
Ijghtly and carelessly hummed a merry
little tune, to show how completely at
ease I was. Also, I glanced casually
about the car and read a couple more of
the interrogatory car cards.

Again the guard broke in upon our

chat "Fcnrtnstree!" he announeed.
.My companion waited until we were

well under way again and conversation

INDOW-T
e New Republie. "

author, or his actresses or actora, there has
been "revision, blue pencilling or transposi-
tion," the utter shamelcssness of which only a

sincere artist can possibly guess.
"I have alwaya eadeavored to be first in the

field with playa that are out of the stage's con-

ventional groove and that at the same time

appeal to thi* public's eenstantly changing
tastaV In saying this Mr. Bclasco raises sus-

pkiona as to his own attitude which he

Movie Bosom
T WHITNEY
Hure he is the hero, because he is so nice
and plump and because he wears his
sport shirt decollete and his hair plas-
tered back from his forehead. He has
just returned from his rough work in
the foundry; for Julius, as you can tell
at a glance, is one of the world's work¬
ers, a strong, masterful, masculine man.

Of course, his first act as he enters hi*?
humble room is to seize Clara'8 picture
on his humble dresser.

Now, if you would know what the
grand passion really is, watch Julius in
the close up. There! Ian't he grand?
No, he isn't going to moo, though I'm
not surprised that you ask. But see his
boaom heave. Some love, what?
And ao it goes through thousands of

feet of film. Father heaves a sad bosom
when the human spider puts the screws

on and buys Clara for $50,000 and a first
mortgage on the home. The villaio
heaves a gloating boaom when he puU
the dastardly deal across. Clara heaves
a fainting bosom when the terrible news

There's No Use in Read¬
ing Your Paper or in
Pretending toStudythe
Car Cards; Sooner or

Later the Bore Will
Catch Your Eye.

was correspondingly difficult. Then he

spoke.
"Seen the old man lately?" he howled.
Now who the deuce was the old man,

and why .should I have seen him lately?
Why couldn't the fool have left matters

as they were, instead of dragging in

some septuagenarian whom I never

heard of? However, something in the

way of a reply was obviously expected
of me. So 1 rallied gamely.

"a\0."
"He was asking about you only last

week. Asked me if I'd seen you lately,
and I said I hadn't."

This tvas serious. Evidently the old
man had been flattening his nose on the
window pane for weeks, waiting for me
to heave in sight, and here I not only
hadn't hove, but didn't even know who
he was. I was ashamed.I admit it

frankly.and resolved to make what

reparation I could. So I explained.
"No, I haven't seen him."
"Why don't you drop in and see the

old man some day ? He often asks about
you, and was asking only the other day
if I'd seen you lately."

"I certainly will."
And, indeed, I would have been glad

to.I even resolved to drop in and see

him that very day. But it did Feem

ailly, now that the conversation had

gone so far, to say, "By the way, who
is the old man?" So I didn't. and for all
I know the old man is waiting yet.

"Brooklyn Bridge!" shouted the
guard clearly, thereby breaking the
world's record for calling out the run¬

ning broad station.

RIMMER
promptly hastens to confirm. What he wants

in the theatre is one thing.to appeal to the
hearts of his audiences. "People go to the
play to have their emotions stirred." It sounds
like an innocent jreneralization, but it is the
first commandment in the decalogrue of a the-
atrical "boss."

For it if as a boss Mr. Belasco describes
himself. "If I have happened to find a play
reasonably suited to the needs of a certain

is broken to her, and Julius, heaving
dazed bosoms, nearly busts the last and
only buttoned button on his shirt.

Clara heaves a scornful bosom when
she repulses the amorous advances of
tha black-hearted snake who has bought
her hand, but not her heart. Father
heaves a broken hearted bosom when he
sees the evil he has brought upon his
hitherto happy home. The villain
heaves a sneering bosom when he and
Julius meet, and Julius, his proud spirit
uncrushed, heaves back a hating bosom.
The comedy Irish cook does her bit, and
so does the comedy English butler, and
I'm only surprised that little Chow Chow
isn't roped in for a performanee with
his abdominal muscles.

There's a perfect orgy of heaving at
the climax. when the villain dashes over

a cliff in his automobile on the very day
of the wedding. This scene begins with
'he scoundrel's dying heave, which lifts
the upturned automobile three feet, and
concludes with a fadeaway of Clara and
Julius, their two bosoms heaving as one.

I warn persons susceptible toseasick-
ne.*ui to stay away from the movies; the
Engliah Channel is a millpond compared
to the heaving films.

i

Nw'ttbyBm,^
I arose. "Well. hore's where I fo

it," I remarked jocoscly.
We shook hands.
"Mighty glad to have seen you. fl

man."
"Thanks. Mighty glad to havei**

>/OM."
"Hope I'll iee you again aome tfc'
"Yes. If you're ever down 'rourdr

way. drop in."
"Thanks. I'll do that little thing"
"Say," he idded, as I turned to |.'

"let's get together aome day for lunch
".All right, let's do that."
"Fine! Let mo know ahearl ind!

gi t hold of the l Id man. Gimmear*.
some day, will you?"

"I'll do that." Ah. now I wo.

find him out! I wouM get his te.

phone number. call up Information t

ask her who he was. I spoke craft.
"I'll call you this week. Where'li:

get you?"
"Oh, just gimme a ring. I'm in tr

book, you know."
And so we parted. I've often thc-f

of him since, though. I want to pi
to lunch with him. not so much for "j
aake of his conversation*.I know b
forehand about what that all fcM
to see the old man. Several time
thought I had him identifled, butI
name evades me. If you'd say it r :¦

l'd know it the minute I hoard it. \
know how it is.

Still, he'.* in tho book. I have th'
much to go by. And M I have sUrV-

looking for him there. I've been at

two weeks now, and I'm nearly thnnir
the C's. Some day I .-hall nnd him.

star I have been al " tn n*.
or have it rewritten by tha aithor." *W9
detail of a play which I inter.d to prodx**
analyze and debato pro and BM with tha »¦¦

thor." Consider an [baaa Budar ta_BaaaaW
stances, dealing with a manager who* P

of realism is this: "To fat tha ri-rht l*-"¦
for 'The Man Inside' I angagi 1 <-'huck P
nor, a Bowery denizen, BO~ <!**ad. totatf-^
on a slumming tour among '^ntam**
joints, and I even went down r.ear the T*

prison at li a. m. tr. to 1
vicinity, such as thfl 'he .**

Both as playwright and producBT I *mi'

Bliat, but I do m* .... IB .arn'win.T*-
ences unnccc--.*arily.-' I" flritn hia wo

lighting, however. thal I -1 J*JT
veals his idea of thi ''** j" "*
easier to appeal to audiencel through'*
Kenses than through th- .^
are to <iram;i uhat ¦ '¦" '

aong. No other feetor arhiefa aalaal aa»*

production of a play la M eff.*ctiv« ir. ***

ing its moods and feeling. Th f "..^
tial to every work of dramav. . art a! *¦.

to life. The graataal ,uec'*V
the theatre I attribute "r .1,
ors, translated Into r!r. rl

~'

..

these efTects hava tfl
duccrs with

...

fear such eneroachmt:. I. ll BaaB| . ^\..
for othera te eopy . ¦**

.^
get my fealiag for them." Tha *****

^
cxtends to ceatumea, th« igl '.>'
tate tea much ia the n .<-*«.-

actressas." -ja

Theoe paaaagea IlluatraU Mr. B«lai
tude toward tho pobl e. It i? esaa-ntia...^
attitu.le of the faktr i pateal ¦*¦*! V'
So far as the t .. f_i#
Bilasco has h:.d : "*^
hehas failed when * aper | JJ
He has bocr*. eeateal vrtth ; ¦*¦.'< J^fl)
"Puring the pt'rf' raaai al ******frj

audience, but stand In the i___^ g$
stage.watching, direeting, tryind
nervousnaiss and to inapirn eoBlWaa .

auntly tell my peopla f i-eai rta .n*,^.lCt-
heard fr.-.m th.- fr ¦'' <.

really I have heard nothing. for I -**¦

off compl.-ti'lv from tha tirst BlffP BBf

It is ta symbol of Mr. Belaeee-i r*1^
the publie as a predueer af !.¦>"' , 0-.(j«
hia publie of report* that ba tOS h*"* ^
heautj and wonder and tragedj rfaaah
leallv lu» has heard BOthiag.


